Faisal ad-Darwi$b
moonlight, the three men and the women of the tents
would sit with us on the ground.
They gave us news of Naji Kuwait belongs more to
South than North. Even now its Shaikh was on his
way to blaze a trail for cars across the Dahana to Riadh, a
day and two nights journey. Najdi raiders occasionally
cross the border, and some were reported within a few
miles at that moment. And the three great local tribes,
the *Ateiba, 'Ajman, and Mutair, are all Najdi tribes. We
learned their 'Izwa, or battle cries, and as we sat in the tent,
the men spoke of the fate of their chiefs and the end of
their armies, subdued by the great King of Arabia two
years before.
On the ridge behind us, which was the Kuwait border,
Faisal ad-Darwish, the chief of the Mutair, had camped
at that time. He had almost made the King of Najd in
his youth, and had become more powerful than is wise,
and being defeated, and wounded on the battlefield, had
been given leave to creep to his tribe to die. But he did
not die, and lay recovering in secret, waiting his time: and
when the moment seemed good, came with his herds and
his women, and many thousand tents, here to the ridge,
and asked that the territory of Kuwait, which he had often
harried, might be open to give them food. The British
dosed Kuwait, and sealed the fete of Faisal, and the Mutair
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